
GOOD FRIDAY MEDITATION 

 

                                                                    

 

 

Introduction 

'Were you there when they crucified my Lord?' 

So asks that lovely and powerful hymn so often sung on or around Good Friday. The answer is, of 

course, that we weren't. We often say that unless we have experienced something for ourselves then 

it's hard to really understand. 

But in the Bible, we can read the testimony of those who were – those who experienced first-hand 

the grief, the horror, the pain and the anguish of watching Jesus nailed to the cross. 

Today we are going to listen to their testimony and try to get behind their words by asking ourselves 

what else these people might have said to us about that day if they had been given the opportunity. 

Maybe, as we share in the music and the meditations, as far as it is possible, we can be there, in 

imagination if not in flesh, and be confronted by the Christ who died for all; who died for us. 

 

 Hymn   There is a green hill far away   https://youtu.be/kHnHxjlVa_M 

 

Prayer 

Living God, in so many ways this is the blackest of days 

recalling the darkest of moments- 

a day in which hearts were broken and faith tested to the limit, 

a day of appalling suffering and agonising death, 

a day when all hell was let loose and love seemed overwhelmed. 

Yet we can call this day 'Good Friday', for in all that horror you were there. 

In the despair; in the pain, in the humiliation, in the sorrow, 

you were supremely at work, demonstrating the immensity of your love. 

Living God, as we recall those terrible yet wonderful events, 

give us new insights into what you did that day, for us and for all. AMEN 

 

READING Matthew 27 15-26 

Now it was the governor’s custom at the festival to release a prisoner chosen by the crowd.  At that 

time they had a well-known prisoner whose name was Jesus Barabbas.  So when the crowd had 

gathered, Pilate asked them, “Which one do you want me to release to you: Jesus Barabbas, or Jesus 

who is called the Messiah?”  For he knew it was out of self-interest that they had handed Jesus over 

to him. 

While Pilate was sitting on the judge’s seat, his wife sent him this message: “Don’t have anything to 

do with that innocent man, for I have suffered a great deal today in a dream because of him.” 

 But the chief priests and the elders persuaded the crowd to ask for Barabbas and to have Jesus 

executed. 

 “Which of the two do you want me to release to you?” asked the governor. 

https://youtu.be/kHnHxjlVa_M


“Barabbas,” they answered. 

 “What shall I do, then, with Jesus who is called the Messiah?” Pilate asked. 

They all answered, “Crucify him!” 

 “Why? What crime has he committed?” asked Pilate. 

But they shouted all the louder, “Crucify him!” 

 When Pilate saw that he was getting nowhere, but that instead an uproar was starting, he took water 

and washed his hands in front of the crowd. “I am innocent of this man’s blood,” he said. “It is your 

responsibility!” 

 All the people answered, “His blood is on us and on our children!” 

 Then he released Barabbas to them. But he had Jesus flogged, and handed him over to be crucified. 

 

Music Sacrifice Marilyn Baker https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RukpWfKWJdA 

 

Meditation of Pilate's wife 

I told him not to get involved. 

‘Leave it alone,’ I said, ‘stay out of it. 

After all you’re the governor, you’re the one in charge. 

Let the Jews sort it out, 

send him off to Herod, 

get someone else to do your dirty work for a change. 

It’s not your problem!’ 

so what did he do? 

Made a right botch of things, that’s what! 

Oh he tried all right. I’m not denying that; 

he wanted to wash his hands of Jesus as much as I did, more if anything. 

I’ve never seen him so agitated, so uncertain what to do. 

And to be fair, he took my advice to a point; 

sent the man off to Herod, just as I suggested. 

But he let him send Jesus back, that’s what I can’t understand – he let that cunning old devil off the 

hook and left himself in the lurch. 

Honestly, men! 

After that it was downhill all the way. 

‘You decide’, he told the crowd, 

‘Barabbas, or Jesus? 

It’s up to you?’ 

Brilliant! 

They could all see what he was angling for; 

and they were damned if he was going to get it. 

‘Give us Barabbas!’ they shouted.’ 

and you could almost hear the chuckle; 

they could barely keep the smirk from their faces. 

So there he was, 

nowhere else to turn, 

no one else to turn to, 

the decision was his and his alone. 

Yet even then all wasn’t lost; 

he should have stood up to the mob, 

listened to his conscience - 

not that he ever has before, mind you. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RukpWfKWJdA


But when they suggested his loyalty might be suspect, 

his job on the line, 

that settled it. 

Now look at him. 

I thought my nerves were bad, but his – they’re shot right through. 

He just can’t forget the man, 

night or day. 

Never a moment’s peace. 

he’s tormented with shame, riddled with guilt. 

Well, I tried to worn him;  I couldn’t do more. 

He made his decision, and now he has to live with it. 

But I can’t help wondering sometimes, when I look into his eyes, 

when I catch that haunted, hunted expression deep within, 

just who passed judgement on whom that day. 

Was it Pontius who condemned Jesus? 

Or was he the one condemned? 

 

HYMN   O sacred head sore wounded https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=R2KpOJIPVZY 

 

READING  Luke 23 32-38 

 Two other men, both criminals, were also led out with him to be executed.  When they came to the 

place called the Skull, they crucified him there, along with the criminals—one on his right, the other 

on his left.  Jesus said, “Father, forgive them, for they do not know what they are doing.” And they 

divided up his clothes by casting lots. 

 The people stood watching, and the rulers even sneered at him. They said, “He saved others; let 

him save himself if he is God’s Messiah, the Chosen One.” 

 The soldiers also came up and mocked him. They offered him wine vinegar and said, “If you are 

the king of the Jews, save yourself.” 

 There was a written notice above him, which read: THIS IS THE KING OF THE JEWS. 

 

Music (Lacrimosa (Requiem) Mozart) and a time of silence https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k1-

TrAvp_xs 

 

READING Mark 15 22-26, 33-34 

 They brought Jesus to the place called Golgotha (which means “the place of the skull”).  Then they 

offered him wine mixed with myrrh, but he did not take it.  And they crucified him. Dividing up his 

clothes, they cast lots to see what each would get. 

It was nine in the morning when they crucified him. The written notice of the charge against him 

read: THE KING OF THE JEWS. 

 At noon, darkness came over the whole land until three in the afternoon.  And at three in the 

afternoon Jesus cried out in a loud voice, “Eloi, Eloi, lema sabachthani?” (which means “My God, 

my God, why have you forsaken me?”). 

 

Music (Crucified Man – Graham Kendrick) and silence 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8oxbYxNPKYw 
 

 

Meditation of Peter 

He was bleeding,   my friend Jesus, 

skewered to that cross,   like a piece of meat, 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=R2KpOJIPVZY
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k1-TrAvp_xs
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k1-TrAvp_xs
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8oxbYxNPKYw


great drops of blood trickling slowly to the ground, 

from his head, 

from his hands, 

from his feet. 

I watched, stricken with horror,  numbed with grief, 

as the life seeped away. 

And I asked myself tearfully,  angrily, 

why? 

Why did God let it happen? 

Why didn’t he step in and do something? 

What was he thinking of? 

It seemed criminal, 

a stupid, senseless waste to let such a wonderful man die - 

let alone to die like that! 

And for a moment my faith was shattered, 

in myself, 

in God, 

in everything. 

But then I remembered his words, 

just the night before when we had broken bread together; 

‘This is my blood shed for you and for many, for the forgiveness of sins.’ 

And even as I remembered, so that other time came back, 

there by the sea of Galilee after he had fed the multitude, 

the crowd pressing round him asking for more; 

‘whoever come to me will never be hungry, 

whoever believes in me will never be thirsty; 

my flesh is true food and my blood is true drink,’ 

They had been a mystery to me until then, those words, 

hard to stomach, if you’ll pardon the pun. 

But suddenly, there beneath that cross, I began to understand, 

just a little, 

only the merest fraction, 

yet enough to help me realise it wasn’t all in vain; 

that somehow Jesus was hanging there there for me, 

for you, 

for everyone. 

I still ask why, mind you, and I think I always will, 

for I’ll never get that picture out of my mind; 

that picture of Jesus broken on the cross. 

Why that way, God, and not another? 

Why not something less brutal, 

less awful, 

less messy? 

Yet the strangest thing is he never asked why, 

not once in all the days I knew him. 

Oh, he’d have liked there to be another way of course; 

he didn’t want to die any more than the next man. 

But he offered his life, 

freely, 

willingly, 

lovingly, 

in the conviction that, through dying, we might truly live. 



 

HYMN  When I survey the wondrous cross https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iK8kYlBn_qI 

 

READING John 19 25, 28-30 

 Near the cross of Jesus stood his mother, his mother’s sister, Mary the wife of Clopas, and Mary 

Magdalene. 

 Later, knowing that everything had now been finished, and so that Scripture would be fulfilled, 

Jesus said, “I am thirsty.”  A jar of wine vinegar was there, so they soaked a sponge in it, put the 

sponge on a stalk of the hyssop plant, and lifted it to Jesus’ lips. When he had received the drink, 

Jesus said, “It is finished.” With that, he bowed his head and gave up his spirit. 

 

Music  God so loved the world from Stainer’s Crucifixion and a time of silence 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=X5Akz6J8Rw0 

 

Meditation of Mary Magdalene 

It was over, 

finished - 

thirty three years of life, 

three years of ministry, 

seven days of turmoil, 

six hours of agony, 

finally ended - 

and I couldn’t believe it. 

Yes, I know that sounds daft, having stood there and watched him die, 

having seen them drive nails into his hands, 

having watched the spear thrust in his side, 

having witnessed his dying breath. 

What else did I expect, you may ask? 

What other outcome could there possibly have been? 

And I understand all that, for I knew he was dying, of course I did. 

Yet when it finally happened, 

when the end came, 

I was numb, 

unable to take it in, 

paralysed with grief. 

It just didn’t seem possible that this man Jesus, 

whom we’d known and loved, 

whom we’d trusted and followed, 

who had been the very centre of our lives, 

could have been taken from us, 

snuffed out, 

never to be seen again. 

It wasn’t that he hadn’t prepared us, 

you could never accuse him of that - 

he’d spoken of death until we were sick and tired of hearing it. 

And we honestly thought we were ready, 

that we’d taken it all in, 

come to terms with the inevitable, 

steeled ourselves to face the worst. 

But we hadn’t, 

not when it came to the wire. 

The theory was one thing, 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iK8kYlBn_qI
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the reality was something else. 

I realised as we stood there, 

the tears rolling down our faces, 

our hearts torn in two, 

that we’d always expected him in the final chapter to come up smiling, 

and show them who was boss. 

But of course it wasn’t like that, 

nothing like it at all. 

It was over, 

finished 

just like he’d said it would be, 

and I couldn’t get my head round it, 

couldn’t make sense of it whatever. 

Yet there’s one thing I’ve held on to since that awful moment; 

one memory which has brought comfort even in the darkest of hours, 

and that is those last words of his, 

that cry he uttered with such dreadful yet confident finality: 

‘It is finished,’ he shouted. 

‘It is finished,’ 

words spoken not in sorrow, 

not in anger, 

not with weary resignation, 

but in a tone of sheet thanksgiving, 

as though somehow even there, 

especially there, 

he had accomplished the very thing he came to do. 

 

Prayer 

Lord Jesus Christ, 

living as we do in the light of Easter 

we can lose sight sometimes 

of the darkness of Good Friday. 

But for those who were part of it 

there could be no mistake, 

no escaping the awfulness of seeing you 

hanging there upon that Cross. 

For them it was their darkest hour, 

what seemed like the end of all their dreams, 

and for a time their faith swung in the balance. 

Yet even there, especially there, you were at work, 

bringing your love to all. 

Lord Jesus Christ, 

teach us that even when life seems dark, 

your light continues to shine. 

 

HYMN Thine be the glory https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UPH7-dNrwb8 

 

BLESSING 

We have been crucified with Christ and live by faith in the Son of God, 

who loved us and gave himself for us. 

And the blessing of God Almighty, Father, Son and Holy Spirit 

be with us all throughout this Eastertide. AMEN  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UPH7-dNrwb8

